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diagnosing, " that she wants something dramatic. Round
the world at twenty-three ! She feels somehow that she's
lost caste."
" How can she think of leaving that little chap ? "
" Yes, that shows it's pretty desperate with her. I wish
to goodness I could go."
Soames stared. The young fellow wasn't expecting him
to do anything about it, was he ? Round the world ? A
crazy notion !
" I must see her," he said. " Can you leave that thing
of yours in the garage and come up with me in the car ?
I'll be ready in twenty minutes. You'll find tea going
down-stairs."
Left alone with the Fred Walker still unhung, Soames
gazed at his pictures. He saw them with an added clarity,
a more penetrating glance, a sort of ache in his heart,
as if	Well!    A good lot they were, better than he had
thought, of late ! She had gone in for collecting people !
And now she'd lost her collection ! Poor little thing ! All
nonsense, of course—as if there were any satisfaction in
people ! Suppose he took her up that Chardin ? It was
a good Chardin. Dumetrius had done him over the price,
but not too much. And, before Chardin was finished with,
he would do Dumetrius. Still—if it would give her any
pleasure! He unhooked the picture, and, carrying it
under his arm, went down-stairs.
..Beyond certain allusions to the characteristics of the
eleventh baronet, and the regrettable tendencies of the
police to compel slow travelling over the new cut con-
structed to speed up traffic, little was said in the car.
They arrived in South Square about six-o'clock. Fleur
had not been in since lunch; and they sat down uneasily
to wait for her. The Dandic, having descended to look
for strange legs, had almost immediately ascended again,

